CHAPTER    I 8

MIDSUMMER  NIGHTMARE

I SAT on a balcony in the Bayreutherstrasse, just as thousands of
Berliners were sitting on their balconies on this Saturday after-
noon in June, and drank coffee. Nadya was there and we both
felt restless and apprehensive. She was going away in the even-
ing, to Antwerp, and we did not know when we should meet
again. We envied the people in the street below, as they
strolled about with no thought of impending leavetakings or
long journeys.

As we talked and watched them, from between the flower
boxes, we saw them crowding about a newspaper seller, snatch-
ing his papers, gathering in groups to discuss their contents. I
went downstairs to buy a paper, saw a headline, cChief-of-Staff
Rohm dismissed!9

Rohm dismissed! Hitler's bosom companion and thou-
friend, Minister of the Reich, creator and Commander of the
Brown Army, brave but bawdy soldier, homosexual in chief,
Captain in the German, General in the Bolivian Army.

Back on my balcony, while Nadya packed, I pondered the
bare announcement when I saw another newspaper man, with
fresh supplies, come round the corner from the Tauentzien-
strasse, where the trams clanged unconcernedly by. In an
instant a group of people were about him, clamouring for his
papers. He could not serve them fast enough, the group quickly
grew to a crowd, he turned and ran, the crowd ran after him
and hemmed him in against a wall, he turned this way and that,
hugging his precious newspapers against him and trying to
escape, but they tore them from him. Another moment and he
stood there without newspapers, lucky to retain his clothes.

Again I dashed down and after a struggle procured a news-
paper. Rohm shot. Ernst shot. Spreti shot. Spreti, Spreti?
Ah yes, Count Spreti. Other Nazi leaders had their blonde
lady secretaries; Rohm had his blond young aides-de-camp.
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